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What do the Mountains Say
Christiana Martin
It is a clear, windy morning when I walk to Hobart Bluff. I perch on a rock in the sun,
hoping to find some relief from the cold in its light. While the wind buffets me on my
sun-soaked rock, I see Mt. Ashland standing in its rusty-red glory, seemingly impervious to the
pointed gusts. It’s hard to believe that even this mountain could be moved with but a touch of
faith.
I think we all want to be mountains, but I doubt we really know what that means. The
mountains are bestowed with regal beauty, almost like they’re born with crowns. They take
whatever comes to them with innate grace: sun, rain, sleet. No complaints, just quiet acceptance.
We tend to mistranslate that grace, mistaking the mountains for rocks. We harden ourselves, not
daring to betray the storms inside us—much less allow anyone to see the avalanches life
sometimes throws our way. So we stand like cliffs at sea, letting waves of smothered pain erode
our selves.
Sarah Kay once said that a lot of people go through life with their arms up, guarding them
from whatever may shatter them (TED 2011). But that’s how we miss the lovely things, like
feeling emotion—even the tears streaming down your face, even the boil of anger in your blood.
When your guard is up, it’s hard to be surprised by the little wonders of life. You’re striving too
hard to be calm, cool, and collected to notice the birdsong bubbling from the red-leaved maple as
you walk to work, or the joy rippling through a child’s laugh. You become a little jade
statue—beautiful, maybe, but cold and deaf, a lifeless stone.
The problem is, we’re scared. We bury our passions and our anger and our sadness and
our joy beneath a granite face. Why are we afraid to feel so much, to show our humanness? Why
do let ourselves to shrivel up behind our walls? We want so much to be strong, but we forget that
strength is found in letting our walls crumble, allowing others to care for us and allowing
ourselves to care for others. We build each other up this way, pulling our friends to the
mountaintops with us. By opening up to the warmth of others, we don’t become weak, but
instead tender, our hearts suppled by the weight of compassion. This is what it means to be a
mountain: to acknowledge that though there is cold rain and wind, there is also warm sunlight.
Both are necessary for life to flourish.

